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deprived of his command : I hope he was sent to some
lingering and uncomfortable fate,

From the direction we took, we guessed our destination
to be Aleppo.

Our spirits rose as we filled our lungs and stretched our
legs: nothing could be worse than what was behind us :
ahead lay comparative freedom, and the civilisation of
Syria

Two strange horsemen joined our caravan a day's
march out of Mosul. One we called the Boy Scout (I
never learned his real name) for he did a good action not
once but many times a day* Until we had been provided
for he never attended to his own comfort. After eighty
miles of travelling everyone is tired, but although the
Boy Scout must have been as tired as any of us (for he
rode instead of driving) no brother officer could have
been more helpful, or more kind.

He was dark-eyed and graceful, riding a milk-white
mare like a prince in a fairy tale ; and I believe he was a
prince in real life, from Afghanistan or Persia. We had
no language in common, but somehow we understood
each other. (Or was he a spy, who knew English and
listened to our talk ? If so, he did it charmingly.) At times
a mere glance will proclaim a kindred spirit in a stranger :
so it was between him and me : the war was far : we were
more than brothers.

Our other friend was Colonel (now General) Raphael
de Nogales, a hard-bitten young soldier of fortune from
Venezuela who had offered his services first to the Allied
Powers (who had refused to enlist a foreigner) and then
to Germany. From Berlin he had been sent to Constan-
tinople, and thence to Van, where Enver Pasha was